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AND then I began to run. And as I ran, I sobbed
and wept, heaping curses on myself for my delay, and
saying within myself: Had I only started sooner, I
might have been in time. Alas! my memory is of
the shortest And I laughed aloud in my despair,
and ran on, rent as it were in pieces by bitter grief
and wild laughter and horrible apprehension, for well
I knew she would be dead, and yet I thirsted with
fierce desire to find her still alive. And I ran on as
it were in a swc-on, hardly conscious I was running,
but with a soul whirling with passionate strain for a
single object, to reach the place where I had left her.
So I ran, sobbing, till the sweat fell from my limbs
like rain, blinding me, dropping from my hair into
my eyes; and my heart began to break within me,
and my breast to choke and gasp for breath. And
all at once I saw away on the road before me the
great tree standing where she fell. And at the sight,
my speed and strength returned to me. And I ran as
if with wings, and reached that tree, and looked, and
loJ there lay my wife still, exactly as I threw her
down. And with a shout, I ran towards her, and
threw myself on the ground beside her, and took her
in my arms. And instantly, I shuddered at the touch
of her: for she was cold: and she was a body without
a soul*